A   HOLD   UP
"And I've only just come from trying to bail out
Toucher Duff. I can't bail out the Citizen, if that's
what you mean."
On being assured that the Citizen was not " in "
yet, and that we would not trespass on his preroga-
tive as a householder to bail a man out, Mr. Golly
brightened and gave a dramatic description of what
happened to Duff. It appeared that that citizen was
charged for being drunk and disorderly. He had
resisted arrest so successfully that four policemen
were injured and he himself was in a bad way.
"What is the charge?" the beak inquired; but
before the Serjeant could read it the Toucher volun-
teered, " Sober, your Worship, and refusing to fight."
It was no use. He's put back for a week. But it's
a solicitor you're after ? Well, I always say " Set a
thief to catch a thief," and the worst rogue for wriggling
and twisting is old Friery. It was he got the Toucher's
sister off when she sold margarine for butter. He's
the boy that will explain to the judge that you can't
shoot a dead man. And isn't that the charge against
the Citizen ?
" Will there be any need to explain to the judge
that you cannot shoot a dead man ?" I inquired,
innocent of legal procedure.
" Ah, God help you. Need, is it ? Why, it will
have to be proved beyond Yea or Nay."
" You would think that it was pretty obvious."
" Obvious, is it ? Why, it's the obvious that has
to be proved. Where would the Law be if anything
was obvious ? Nothing is there at all until it's proved.
Why, I myself had to prove my identity if you please.
Me that's------" Words failed Mr. Golly at the
thought of his want of existence in the eyes of the Law.
" And the queer thing about it all was that the fellow
I was supposed to be ' known to,' the fellow who